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THE RED, WHITE, AND BLUE. 







Thy ban-ners make tyr - an - ny trem-ble, 

With her flag proud-ly float- ing be ■ fore her, 
The Ar - my and Na - vy for - ev - er, 



When borne by the red, white, and blue. 
The boast of the red, white, and blue. 
Three cheers for the red, white, and blue. 
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AMERICA. 



Words by Samuel Francis Smith. 



Music by Henry Carey. 
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1. My coun - try, 'tis 

2. My na - tive coun 
8. Let ma - sic swell 
4. Our fa - thers' God! 
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of thee, Sweet land of lib - er - ty, 

try, thee, Land of the no - ble free, 

the breeze, And ring from all the trees 

to Thee, Au • thor of lib - er - ty, 
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Of thee I sing; 

Thy name I love; 

Sweet free - dom's song; 

To Thee we sing; 



ei 



Land where my fa • there died; Land of the 

I love thy rocks and rills, Thy woods and 

Let mor - tal tongues a - wake, Let all that 

Long may our land be bright With free - dom's 



■&. 



=£=1= 



Ml 



P 



tf* 


^^ 


-d= 


I — i — 


-J^-PV 


-, — 1 — 


— I* 

— ^— 


1 J"* . 

— m m +* j — 


=*= 


i i — 


-IT 




_JL f_ 

pil - grim's 
tem - pled 
breathe par 
ho - ly 

-i r 


-1- 

j pride; 

hills; 
• take; 

light; 

-1 — 


t 

From 
My 
Let 
Pro - 

4*- 
W 


1 1 

ev - 'ry 
heart with 
rocks their 
tect us 


--S-T 

moun 
rap • 
si - 
by 


— ^ — 

m 

• tain 
ture 
lence 
Thy 


side Let free - 
thrills, Like that 
break, The sound 
might, Great God, 

r i ■ ■ : 


-*- 

dom 
a • 
pro « 
our 


! 

ring. 

bove. 

• long. 

King. 


-Ik 
=ft 




-i — *— 


-1 — 


-1 


— 1 L 


4-^ — 


r 


- — i 


r 
— i — 


4--T— 


-H 



(5) 



Digitized by 



Google 



RALLY ROUND THE FLAG. 



Music by Wm. B. Bradbury. 

Con apirito. 



Arranged by George Rosey. 
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1. Ral - ly round the flag, boys, Give it to the breeze, That's the ban - ner we love, 

2. Float-ing high a - bove us, Glow-ing in the sun, Speak -ing loud to all hearts, 
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On the land and seas; 
Of a free - dom von, 
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Brave hearts are un • der ours, 
Who dares to sul - ly it, 
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Hearts that heed no brag, 
Bought with pre - cious blood? 
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Gallant lads, Are a - way, And fight for the flag! Gallant lads, fire a - way. And fight for the flag I 
Gallant lads, well fight for it, Tho' ours should swell the flood, Gallant lads, well fight for it, Tho' oars should swell the flood. 
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That's the ban • ner we lore. 
Speak - ing loud to all hearts. 



Ral - ly round the flag, boys, Give it to the breeze, 
Float-ing high a • bove us, Glow-ing in the sun, 
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On the land and seas; 
Of a free-dom won, 
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Let our col - ors fly, boys. Guard them day and night, For 
Let our col - ors fly, boys, Guard them day and night, For 
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RALLY ROUND THE FLAG. 
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vio - to - ry, is lib - er - ty And God will bless the right 1 Then rai - ly round the flag, boys, 
vie - to - ry, is lib - er - ty And God will bless the right! Then ral - ly round the flag, boys, 
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Ral - ly round, ral • ly round, Ral - ly round the flag, boys, Ral - ly round the flag I 
Ral - ly round, ral - ly round, Ral - ly round the flag, boys, Ral - ly round the flag! 
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Chorus, ff 2d time pp. 
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ly round the flag, boys, Rally round, ral -ly round, Rally round the Hag, bovs, Rally round the flag! 
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THANKSGIVING. 

Words by Anna L. Barbauld. Music by Ignace Pleyel. 
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crowns our days ! 
gar - dens yield, 
sinil • ing land; 
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of the field, For the fruits the 

boun - teous hand Seat - ters o'er the 



1. Praise to God, im « 

2. For the bless - ings 
8. All that spring with 
4. Lord, for these our souls shall raise Grate - ful tows and sol - eran praise: 
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Boun -teous source of ev - 'ry joy, 


Let Thy 


praise 01 


ar tongues 


em - 


ploy! 


For the joy which har - vests bring, 


Grate - ful 
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»s now 
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sing. 


All that lib • 'ral au - tumn pours 
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And when ev - 'ry bless - ing's flown, 
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THE FLAG OF OUR UNION FOREVER. 
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"GOD REIGNS." 

Words by Francis Scott Key. Music by Feilx Mendelssohn. 
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1. Be - fore the Lord we bow, The God who reigns a • bove, And 

2. The na - tion Thou hast blest May well Thy love de - clare, From 
8. May ev - 'ry moun - tain height, Each Tale and for - est green, Shine 
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rules the world be - low, Boundless in pow'r and love. Our thanks we bring In 
foes and fears at rest, Pro - tect • ed by Thy care. For this fair land, For 
in Thy word's pure light, And its rich fruits be seen. May ev - 'ry tongue Be 
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joy and praise, Our hearts we 

this bright day, Our thanks we 
tuned to praise, And joined to 
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pay, .... Gifts of 
raise. ... A grate - 
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King, 
hand, 
song. 
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OUR BANNER. 



Words by A. R. Robinson. 



Music by Carl Wiihelm. 
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From north - era hills to south - era plains One ban - ner shows that Free - dora reigns, 
Will leap from plow and bench and till, Like one to work dear Free- dom's will. 
Till all man-kind, in ev - 'ry clime, Shall join the cho - rus, grand, sub - lime. 
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And sends a splen - dor shin - ing far, From out its folds of stripe and star; 
Our flag no ty - rant's touch shall mar, Nor blight one gleam -ing stripe or star; 
Ten mil • lion swords the guar • dians are Of Free -dom's flag of stripe and star; 
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And sends a splen - dor shin • ing far, 

Our flag no t* - rant's touch shall mar, 

Ten mil - lion swords the guar- dians are 

121 



From out its folds. . . of stripe and star. 
Nor blight one gleam - ing stripe or star. 
Of Freedom's flag.... of stripe and star. 
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HURRAH FOR OUR BANNER. 



§ 



/= 



ff 



SgE 



^ 



S 



=tC 



Ion - ger, Foe-men come on though a thou-sand to one. 
val - ley, Wav-ing her ban - ner she leads in the fight. 



Lib - er - ty, 
For • ward, all 
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HURRAH FOR OUR BANNER. 
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God shall go with us and bat,- ties be won. 

For • ward to bat • tie for God and the right. 
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Molto maestoso. 
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rah for our ban - ner, Hur • rah for our ban - ner, the flag of the free. 
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HAIL, COLUMBIA I 

Words by Joseph Hopkinson. 
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Music by J. Fayles. 
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1. Hail, Co - lum - bia, hap - py land!... Hail, ye he - roes! heav*n-born band! 

2. Im • mor - tal pa - triotsl rise once more, De • fend your rights, de • fend your shore; 

8. Sound... sound the trump of famel... Let Wash • ing - ton's great name 

4. Be - hold the Chief who now com-mands, Once more to serve his coun • try stands, 





Who fought and bled in Free • dom's cause, Who fought and bled in Free - dom's cause, 

Let no rude foe with im - pious hand, Let no rude foe with im • pious hand, 

Ring through the world with loud ap - plause, Ring through the world with loud ap - plause; 

The rock on which the storm will beat, The rock on which the storm will beat; 
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And when the storm of war was gone, En - joyed the 
In - vade the shrine where sa - cred lies, Of m toil and 
Let ev - *ry clime to free - dom dear. . . . Lis - ten 
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peace your val - or won. 

blood the well - earned prize. 

with a joy - ful ear. 



But armed in vir • tue, firm and true, His hopes are fixed on heav'n and you. 
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Let in - de - pend - ence be our boast,... Ev - er mind • ful what it cost;... 

While off - 'ring peace, sin - cere and just, In heav'n we place a man - ly trust, That 

With e - qual skill, with god - like pow'r, He gov - erns in the fear - ful hour Of 

When hope was sink - ing in dis - may, When gloom ob - scured Co - lum - bia's day, His 
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COLUMBIA, HAIL! 



Moderate, eon spirito. 
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Music by Arthur F. M. Custance. 
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1. All hail, be - lov - ed Fa 

2. O'er sea and riv - er all 
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ther-land! All hail!, 
a - long, O'er sea, . . 
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Be hushed all tones of 
The ships are proud - ly 
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sad - ness ; The Lord has giv'n with boun - teous 
glid - ing ; While count - less towns and oit - ies 
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Pros - per - i - ty and glad - ness. He makes each fer - tile 
Are on their shores a - bid - ing. Round all our joy • ous 
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ver - dant field Its wealth of gold - en har - vest yield: His joy - ful 

hap - py land Our peo - pie join with heart and hand, In works of 
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OH, THE LAND THAT WE LOVE. 



OUR LAND, O LORD I 
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Music by Michael Haydn. 
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1. Our land, Lord ! with songs of praise Shall in Thy strength re - joice, 

2. Thy sure de • fence, thro' na • tions round, Hath spread our coun - try's name, 
8. Iq ,deep dis • tress a pa - triot band Im - plored Thy pow'r to save; 
4. Thus, Lord 1 Thy won - drous pow'r de - clare, And still ex -alt Thy fame; 
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And, blest with Thy sal • va - tion, raise To heav'n a cheer - ful voice. 

And all her hum - f ble ef - forts crowned With free - dom and with fame. 

For lib - er - ty they prayed ; Thy hand The time - ly bless - ings gave. 

While we glad songs of praise pre • pare For Thine al - might - y name. 
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HOME OF THE HAPPY AND THE FREE. 

Words by Arthur Berry. Music by Frederic H. Pease. 

Con anima. f 




1. i Home of the hap • py and the free, My na • tive laud, my na - tire land, 

2. Thy sons are the first in art and song, My na-tive land, my na-tive land, 
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For - ev - er dear thy name shall be, My na - tire land, my na - tire land. 

As well as in the war - like throng, My na • tive land, my na • tire land. 
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How oft my voice is raised for thee, Thou glo • rious land of lib - er * ty, 
Their hearts are al - ways stout and strong, To guard the right a • gainst the wrong, 
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For thou art all the world to me, My na - tive land, my na - tive land. 

And bear the bat - tie flag a • long, My na - tive land my na - tive land. 
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MY COUNTRY DEAR. 



Words by T. J. Sheppard 

Slowly, 



Music by Carl F. Price. 






1. My coun • try dear, when soar - ing high Thy star - ry flag sa - lutes my eye, 

2. I love thy wide and fer • tile lands, Thy moun - tain-peaks and o - cean strands, 
8 Land of my love, may Heav - en's will Crown thee with rich - er bless - ings still, 
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I think of all thou art to me, And all my heart goes out to thee. 

Thy lakes, thy riv - ers, roll - ing free, Speak to my heart of lib - er - ty. 

And grand - er yet thy glo - ries shine, When closed are these fond eyes of mine. 
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coun - try dear, while life re - mains Thou hold - est me in fond - est chains; 
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Land of our fa - there' pa - triot love, My heart from thee shall ne'er re - move. 
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BATTLE HYMN OF THE REPUBLIC. 



Words by Julia Ward Howe. 

Allegretto. 
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Music by W. Steffe. 
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1. Mine.... eyes have seen the glo - ry of the com- ing of the Lord; He is 

2. I have seen Him in the watch - fires of a hun • dred cir- cling camps; They lrave 
have read a fie - ry gos - pel, writ in bur-nished rows of steel; "As ye 

has sound • ed forth the trum - pet that shall nev - er call re -treat; He is 

the beau - ty of the HI • ies, Christ was born a - cross the sea, With a 
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Glo - ry! glo - ry! Hal - le - lu - jah! Glo - ry! glo - ry! Hal - le - lu - jahl 
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TRAMPI TRAMPI TRAMPI 



Words and music by Geo. F. Root. 
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1. In the pris - on cell I sit. Think 

2. In the bat - tie front we stood When 
8. So, with • in the pris - on cell, We 



. ing, Moth • er dear, of you, And our 
their fierc - est charge they made, And they 
are wait -ing for the day That shall 
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bright and hap - py home so far a - way; 

swept us off a hun - dred men or more; 

come to o - pen wide the i • ron door; 



And the tears they fill my eyes Spite of 

But be- fore we reached their lines They were 

And the hoi - low eye grows bright, And the 
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all that I can do, Though I try to cheer my com - rades and be gay. 
beat - en back, dis-mayed, And we heard the cry of vie - fry o'er and o'er, 
poor heart al • most gay, As we think of see - ing home and friends once mora. 




Chorus. ^ 



Tramp! tramp! tramp! the boys are inarch - ing, 

march - ing on, 
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Cheer up, com • rades, they will 
cheer up, com • rades. 
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breathe the air a - gain Of the free - land in our own be - lov - ed home. 
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1ST AND 2D TSNOK. 



SOLDIER'S FAREWELL. 

Music by Johanna Kinkto. 
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1. How can I bear to leave thee? One part - ing kiss I give thee; 

2. Ne'er more may I be - hold thee, Or to this heart en - fold thee ; 
8. I think of thee with long - ing, Think thou, when tears are throng - ing, 

1st and 2d Bass. 
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spear and pen - non glano - ing % 
with my last faint sigh - ing, 
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I go where hon - or calls me. Fare 

I see the foe ad - vane - ing. Fare 

I'll whis - per soft, while dy - ing, Fare 
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well, fare - well, my own true love ; Fare - well, fare - well, my own true love. 
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JUST BEFORE THE BATTLE, MOTHER. 



Words and music by Geo. F. Root. 
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I am think- ing most of you, 

Tis the sig • nal for the fight; 



1. Just be - fore the bat - tie, Moth - er, 

2. Hark I I hear the bu - gles sound -ing, 
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With the en - e - my in view. 
As He ev - er does the right. 



While up - on the field we're watch - ing, 
Now may God pro - tect us, Moth - er 
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Com - rades brave are round me ly - ing, Filled with tho'ts of home and God;... For 
Hear the "Bat -tie Cry of Free-dom," How it swells up- on the air;.... Oh, 
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well they know that on the mor - row 
yes, we'll ral - ly round the stand - ard. 



Some will sleep be • neath the sod 

Or we'll per - ish no - bly there-. . . . 
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Fare-well, Mother, you may nev-er 
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Fare- well, Mother, you may nev-er, you may nev-er, Moth-er, Press me to your heart a - gain ;. . But 



m 



..* — m m m m m 



Wt 1 f, 1 1 j ffi-rtttrk 



^UJ± 



I I i 



F= 



e g g 



Ueed by permlMlon of Th» Jobs Chubcs Coxrurr. 



(34) 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE GIRL I LEFT BEHIND ME. 
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2. Oh!., ne'er shall I 
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The stars were bright a - 

The dove be - come a.... 

In sleep - ing or... in... 
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yal - ley; Such heav - y thoughts my heart do fill, Since part - ing with 

bove me, And gent - ly lent their silv - 'ry light, When first she vowed 

ran • ger, The dash - ing waves shall cease to roar, Ere she's to me 

wak - ing, Un • til 1 see my love a - gain, For whom my heart 
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OLD POLKS AT HOME. 
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Far from the Old Folks at Home. 
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dark-ies, how my heart grows wea - ry, 
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OLD BLACK JOE. 
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Poco adagio* 



Words and music by Stephen C. Foster. 
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1. Gone are the days when my heart was young and gay; Qone are my friends from the 

2. Why do I weep when my heart should feel no pain? Why do I sigh that my 

3. Where are the hearts once so hap - py and so free ? The chil - dren dear, that I 
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cot- ton - fields a - way; Gone from the earth to a bet- ter land, I know, I 

friends come not a- gain? Griev-ing for forms now de - part - ed long a - go, I 

held up - on my knee? Gone to the shore where my soul has long'd to go, I 
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MY OLD KENTUCKY HOME. 



Words and music by Stephen C. Foster. Harmonized by E. J. Biedermann. 
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1. The son shines bright! a the old Ken-tuck -y home, Tis sum-mer, the dark-ies are 

2. They hunt no more for the pos-snm and the coon On the meadow, the hill, and the 
8. The head must bow and the back will have to bend, Wher - ev - er the dark - y may 
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The corn • tops ripe and the mead - ows In the. bloom, While the 

They sing no more by the glim - roer of the moon, On the 

A few more days and the tron - ble all will end, In the 
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birds make mn-slc all the day; 
bench by the old cab - in door; 
fields where the, su-gar-canes grow ; 



The young folks roll on the lit -tie cab* In floor, All 

The day goes by like a sha-dow o'er the heart, With 

A few more days for to tote the hea-yy load, No 
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MASSA'S IN DE COLD GROUND. 
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Words and music by Stephen C . Foster. 
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1. Round de mea-dows ain a -ring -ing De dark - ey's mourn - ml song, 

2. When de au -tumn leaves were fall -ing, When de days were cold, 'Twashard to 
8. Mag - sa make de dark-eys love him, Cayse he was so kind, Now, dey 
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mock-ing bL<laui sing -ing, Hap-py as de day am long. Where de i - vy am a • 

hear old inas-sa call- ing, Cayse he was so weak and old. Now de or-ange trees am 

sad -ly weep a-bove him, Mourn-* ag cayse he leave dem leLind. I can -not Work be -fort to • 
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creep - ing, O'er de grass - y mound, 
bloom - ing, On de sand - y shore, 
mor - row, Cayse de tear - drop flow ; 



Dare old mas - sa am a - sleep - ingt 
Now de sum-mer days am com - ing, 
I try to drive a - way my sor - row, 
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Sleep - ing in de cold, cold ground. Down in de corn - field Hear dat mourn - ful 
Mas - sa neb - ber calls no more. 
Pick -in* on de old ban - jo. 
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sound ; All de dark - eys am a - weep - ing, Mas - sa's in de cold, cold ground. 
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TOM-BIG-BEE RIVER. 

Words by 8. S. Steel*. 
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feather we'll float, In my Gum Tree Canoe. 




S Wid my hands on de banjo and toe on de oar f 4 One night de stream bore us so far away, 
I sing to de sound ob de river's soft roar; Dat we couldn't cum back, so we thought we'd 

While de stars dey look down at my Jula so true, Oh, we spied a tall ship wid a flag ob true blue 
An' dance in her eye in my Gum Tree Canoe. An it took us In tow wid my Gum Tree Canofu' 

Singing row away, etc. Singing row away, etc. 
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THE DEAREST SPOT IS HOME. 

Words and music by W. T. Wrighton. 
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1. The dear • est spot 

2. I've taught my heart 



on earth to me Is home, 
the way to prize My home, 



sweet home, 
sweet home, 



The 
I've 



:&£ 



1 r i I 3=z i I | i : 



r 



I 



»j, j i - 



:ez: 



^l=3. : 



s I I 



fair - y • land I've longed to see Is home, sweet home. There how charmed the 
learned to look with lov - er's eyes On home, sweet home. There where vows are 
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sense of hear • ing, There where hearts are so en • dear - ing. All the world is 
tru • ly plight - ed, There where hearts are so u • ni - ted, All the world be 
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not so cheer - ing, As home, sweet home, 
sides I've slight - ed, For home, sweet home. 



The dear • est spot on earth to me Is 
The dear • est spot on earth to me Is 
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home, sweet home; The fair • y - land I've longed to see Is home, sweet home. 
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DO THEY THINK OF ME AT HOME. 



Words by J. E. Carpenter. 



Music by Chas. W. Clover. 
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1. Do they think of me at home, 

2. Do they think of me at eye, 
8. Do they think of how I loved 



Do they ev - er think of me? I who* 
Of the songs I used to sing? Is the 
In my hap - py, ear • ly days? Do they 
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harp I struck untouched, Does a stran ■ ger wake the string T Will no kind, for-giv-ing 
think of him who came, But could nev - er win their praise T I am hap • py by his 
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strange To the one now doomed to roam, 
word Come a - cross the rag - ing foam? 
side, And from mine he'll nev - er roam, 



I would give the world to know, — "Do they 
Shall I nev - er cease to sigh, — "Do they 
But my heart will sad - ly ask, — "Do they 
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DO THEY MISS ME AT HOME. 

Words Dy Caroline A. Macon. Music by S. M. Crannls. 
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1. Do they miss me at home, do they miss me?'Twould be an as - sur • ance most 

2. When twi - light ap- proach - es, the sea - son That ev - er is sa - cred to 

3. Do they mis§ me at nome, do they miss me, At morn - ing, at noon, or at 
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say - ing, "I wish he were here." To feel that the group at the fire - side Were 
sigh that I tar - ry so long? And is there a chord in the mu - sic That's 
on - ly my pres - ence can light? And joys less in - vit - ing • ly wel - come, And 
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think - ing of me as I roam ; 
missed when my voice is a • way, 
pleas - ures less hale than be - fore, 



)h, . . . . yes, 'twould be joy be- yond meas-ure 
And a chord in each heart that a - wak - eth 
Be - cause one is missed from the cir - cie, 
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know that they miss me at home, To know that they miss me at home, 
gret at my wea - ri - some stay, Re - gret at my wea - ri - some stay ? 
cause I am with them no more, Be - cause I am with them no more ? 
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THE OLD OAKEN BUCKET. 

Samuel Woodworth. 
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« f How dear to this heart are the scenes of my child - hood, When fond xec - ol - 
I The or - chard, the mead - ow the deep tan - gled wild - wood, And or - '17 loved 
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lee - tion pre - sents them to view! ) J The wide-spread-ing pond, and the mill that stood 
spot which my in - fan • cy knew; ) 



I The cot of my fa-ther, the dai - ry -house 



m 



m 



£if : C P i f i i ; r i r 1 nr b 



i 



P P 



rrf 



f 



* p — *- 



g g g 



u ^ 



1= 






j'Vr'V^ 1 



4 JJiJJJ i 't a 



^: 



by it, The bridge and the rock where the cat - a - ract fell; \ m. . • «^ m 

nigh it. And e'en the rude buck - et that hung in the welL / 



fe , tf c c r ir r n£ : * 



jut-t. 



f 



» »fi i £ : t-C-i 



r 



i* iy 



g C g 



inr 



J:^ i ; ; ^Hj^^ : ^ I ^JJ i ; ; j;i r ii 



buck - et, the i - ron-bound buck-et, The moss- cor-ered back-et that hung in the welL 
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9 The moss-corered bucket I hailed as a treasure, 

For often at noon, when returned from the field, 
I found it the source of an exquisite pleasure, 

The purest and sweetest that nature can yield. 
How ardent I seized it, with hands that were glowing. 

And quick to the white-pebbled bottom it fell, 
Then soon, with the emblem of truth overflowing. 

And dripping with coolness, it rose from the welL 
The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound backet, 

The mass-covered bucket arose from the welL 



3 How sweet from the green, mossy brim to receive it, 

As, poised on the curb, it inclined to my lips ! 
Not a full-blushing goblet conld tempt me to leave it* 

Tbo f filled with the nectar that Jupiter sips. 
And now, far removed from the loved habitation, 

The tear of regret will intrusively swell, 
As fancy reverts to my father's plantation. 

And sighs for the bucket that hung in the welL 
The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket, 

The moss-covered bucket which hangs in the well 
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THE MIDSHIPMITE. 



Words by Fred. E. Weatherly. 

Conaptriio. 



Muslo by Stephen Adams. 




1. »Twaa in 'flf - ty-five, on a win-ter's night, Cheer-i-Iy, my lads, yo* ho I We'd got the Roo - shan 

2. We launched the cutter an'shovedher out, Cheer-i-ly,my lads, yo ho! The lub-bers might ha* 
$. *♦ I'm done^or now,good - bye 1" says he, 8tead-i-ly,my lads, yo ho! "You make for the boat, never 
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go a - shore to - night/' says he, "An' spike their guns a -long wi' me?" "Why 
made for the guns, an' we rammed them ti ght, But the mus - ket shots came left and right, An' 
hoist -ed him in, in a ter - ri - ble plight, An' we pulled, ev -'ry man with all his might, An' 
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THE M1DSHIPMITE. 
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NANCY LEE. 



Words by Fred E. Weatherly 

Spirited. 



Music by Stephen Adams. 




1. Of all.. 

2. The har 

3. The boa's 



the wives as e'er you know, 

Dor's past, the breez - es blow,.. 

'n pipes the watch be - low,.., 



Yeo - ho!... 
Yeo - ho!... 
Yeo - ho!... 



lads, 
lads, 
lads, 
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ho! Yeo - ho!., yeo - ho! There's none like Nan - cy Lee, I trow, .7 
ho! Yeo - ho!., yeo - ho! 'Tis long ere we comeback, I know,, 
ho! Yeo -ho!., yeo- ho! Then here's a health be - fore we go 
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waves her hands, up - on the quay, An' ev - *ry day when I'm a - way, 

morn till night, my home... will be, An' all so neat, an' snug, an' sweet, 

my sweet wife, and mates... at sea; An' keep our bones from Da - vy Jones 
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speak the joy he feels. While o'er the foam his ves - sel reels. And his tired eye - lids' slumb'ring 
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fall. 



He rous • es at the wel - corne call . . . 
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THEN YOU'LL REMEMBER ME. 



I 



Andante eantabile. 
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Words and music by M. W. Balfe. 
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1. When oth • er lips and oth - er hearts Their tales of love shall tell, 

2. When cold - ness of de • ceit shall slight The beau - ty now they prize. 
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In Ian • guage whose ex - cess im - parts The pow'r they feel so well, 

And deem it but a fad - ed light Which beams with - in your eyes; 
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There may, per - haps, in such a scene Some rec - ol - lee 
When hoi - low hearts shall wear a mask Twill break your own. 



1/ 

tion 

to 



& t~f~ 



§ 



be 



saps 



X. 



f= 



i 



M 



m 



^pg^ 



3eee* 



<£«= 



s 



Of days that have as hap - py been, And you'll re 

In such a mo • ment I. . . . but ask, That you'll re 
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me, 
me. 



And you'll re - mem - ber, you'll re - mem 
That you'll re - mem - ber, you'll re - mem 
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ber 



me. 
me. 
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LOVE'S OLD SWEET SONG. 

Words by G. F. Brigham. Music by J. L. Molloy. 
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Oat of the dreams that rose in hap- py throng, Low to our hearts love sang nn old sweet song; 
Foot-steps may fal - ter, wea-ry grow the way, Still we can hear it at the close of day. 
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And in the dusk, where fell the twilight gleam, Soft - ly it wove it -self in - to our dream. 
So to the end, when life's dim shadows fall, Love will be found the sweetest song of all. 
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at twi - light, when the lights nre low, 

the lights are loir, 
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BEN BOLT. 
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gran - ite 

walls as 

school - 



bo gray i And sweet Al - ice lies tin - der the stone, They have 
you gaze, Has foi - lowed the old en din, And a 

mates then, There are on - ly you .... and I; And of 




fit - ted a slab of the gran-ite so gray, And sweet Al- ice lies nn - der the stone* 
qui - et that crawls round the walls as you gaze, Has fol-lowed the old - en din. 
all . . the boys who were school - mates then, There are on - ly you . . and I. 
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THE TWO ROSES. 



Andante. 
Tknors. 



Werner. 




L On a bank two ro - ses fair, Wet with morn - ing 

2. This in leaves of white ar- rayed, Not a speck to 

8. Like her cheeks the blnsh-ing ray. Which thy bud en- 
Bassks. arcs. 
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show - ers, Filled with dew, in 
dim them, So I find the 
clos - es; Bright-er far than 
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fra-gr&ncegrew, As I, pen - sive, full of care, Gath- 
gpot-less mind Which a - dorns my spot - less maid, In - 
you they are; But her charms, if 1 should say, You'd 



cred two sweet flow - era ; 
no - cen - ce*s em - blenu 
be jeal - ous, ro 
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SWEET AND LOW. 
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Alfred Tennyson. 

LarghtUo. 
Soprano and Alto. 
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1. Sweet and low, sweet and low, Wind of the west - era sea; < 

2. Sleep and rest, sleep and rest, Fa - ther will come to thee soon ; . 

Tenor and Bass. 



Low, low, 
Best, rest on 
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• Ter the roll • log 
m f Fa • ther will come to his 




breathe and blow, Wind of the west - em sea;, 
moth - er*s breast, Fa - ther will come to thee soon; 
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Fa ther will 

- Ter the roll • tag 

Fa -ther will come to his 
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me, While my lit - tie one, while my pret- ty one sleeps. . . 

moon: Sleep, my lit - tie one, sleep, my pret- ty one, sleep. . . 
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THE LAST ROSE OF SUMMER. 

Words by Thomas Moore. 
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1. 'Tis the last rose of sum-mer, Left bloom - ing a - lone; All her love - ly com • 

2. I'll not leave thee, thou lone one, To pine on the stem, Since the love - ly are 

3. So soon may I fol-low, When friend-ships de • cay, And from love's shin -ing 
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sleep - ing, Go 
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sleep 
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ed and gone; No flow - er of her kin - dred, No 
thou with them; Thus kind - ly I scat - ter Thy 

drop a - way; When true hearts lie with - ered, And 
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rose - bnd is nigh, To re • fleet back her blnsh-es, Or give sigh for sigh, 

leaves o'er the bed, Where thy mates of the gar-den Lie scent - less and dead, 

ones are flown, O, who would in - hab - it This bleak world a - lone. 
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GOOD-NIGHT. 
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Good - night, good - night, Time sounds the warn-ing call ; Sweet rest de - scends to all. 
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Time, time sounds the warn-ing call Good • night ! Sweet rest de - scends to all. 
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JESUS, LOVER OF MY SOUL. 



I 



Words by Charles Wesley. 

Reverently. 



Music by S. B. Mar*n. 
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1. Je - sus, lov - er of my soul, Let me to Thy bo - som fly, 

2. Oth - er ref - uge have I none; Hangs my help - less soul on Thee;., 
8. Plen-teous grace with Thee is found, Grace to cov - er all my sin;..., 
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While the near- er wa • ters roll, While the tem • pest still is high;.. 

Leave, ah! leave me not a - lone, Still sup • port and com - fort me!. 

Let the heal • ing streams a - bound; Make and keep me pure with - in!.. 
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Hide me, my Sav - iour! hide,.. 
All my trust on Thee is stayed, 

Thou of life the Foun - tain art, . . . 
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Till the storm of life be past;.. 
All my help from Thee I bring; 

Free - ly let me take of Thee; 
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Safe in • to the ha • Ten guide; 
Cot - er my de - fence - less head 
Spring Thou np with - in my heart ! 
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Oh ! re - ceive my soul 
With the shad - ow of 
Rise to all e - ter 
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Thy wing I. 
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WHAT A FRIEND WE HAVE IN JESUS. 



Words by Joseph Scriven. 



Music by C. Crozat Converse 
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1. What a friend we have in Je - sus, 

2. Have we tri - als and teinp-ta • tions? 
8. Are we weak and heav - 7 - la - den, 



All our sins and griefs to bear; 
Is there trou • ble a - ny - where? 
Cum - bered with a load of care? 
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What a priv - i - lege to car - ry Ev « 

We should nev - er be dis - cour - aged, Take 

Pre - cious Sav - iour still our ref - uge, — Take 



'ry- thing to God in prayer, 
it to the Lord in prayer, 
it to the Lord in prayer. 
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Oh, what peace we oft - en for - feit, 
Can we find a Friend so faith - ful, 
Do thy friends de - spise, for - sake thee? 
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Oh, what need - less pain we bear — 
Who will all our sor - rows share? 
Take it to the Lord in prayer; 
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All be - cause we do not car - ry 
Je - 8us knows our ev - 'ry weak - ness, 
In His arms He'll take and shield thee, 



Ev - 'ry - thing to God in prayer. 
Take it to the Lord in prayer. 
Thou wilt find a sol - ace there. 
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ONWARD, CHRISTIAN SOLDIERS. 



Words by S. Baring-Gould. 




Music by A. S. Sullivan 
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1. On • ward, Christ-ian sol • diers, Marching as to war; With the cross of Je • sua, 

2. Like a might -y ar - my, Moves the Church of God; Brothers, we are tread - ing 
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Go • ing on be - fore. Christ, the roy - al 
Where the saints have trod; We are not di 
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Mas - ter, Leads a - gainst the foe; 
vid ed, All one bod - y we, 
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For-ward in - to bat • tie, See, His ban-ners go, 
One in hope and doc • trine, One in char 
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On • ward, Christ-ian sol • diers, 



I 



t f % 



?=?=£ 



■zsz 



-r 



-*T 



$ 



^^ 



n: 



r * ii ° 



f _ i *- » 



t= 



=(=2I 



=P 



i=t 



3EE* 



73' 



I 



Marching as to war, With the cross of Je - sus, Go • ing on be • fore, 

war, With the cross of 
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8 Crowns' and thrones may perish, 

Kingdoms rise and wane, 
But the Church of Jesus 

Constant will remain ; 
Gates of hell can never 

'Gainst that Church prevail; 
We have Christ's own promise. 

And that cannot fail. — Cho. 
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4 Onward, then, ye people, 

Join our happy throng; 
Blend with ours your voices 

In the triumph-song; 
Glory, laud, and honor, 

Unto Christ the King; 
This through countless ages. 

Men and angels sing. — Cho. 
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I LOVE TO TELL THE STORY. 
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Words by Katherine Han key. 



Music by Wm. G. Fischer. 
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1. I love to tell the Sto - ry Of un - seen things a - bove, Of Je - bus and His 

2.1 love to tell the Sto - ry; More won- der - f ul it seems Than all the gold -en 

8.1 love to tell the Sto - ry; Tis pleas -ant to re - peat What seems each time I 

4. I love to tell the Sto - ry; For those who know it best Seem hnn - ger-ing and 
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glo •• ry, 
fan - cies 
tell it, 



Of Je • sus and His love. I 
Of all our gold • en dreams. I 
More won • der • ful - ly sweet. I 



love to tell the Sto • ry, 
love to tell the Sto - ry, 
love to tell the Sto - ry, 



thirst -ing To hear it like the rest. And when, in scenes of glo - ry, 
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cause I know it's true; It sat - is - fies my long-ings As noth-ing else would do. 

did so much for me; And that is just the rea - son I tell it now to thee, 

some have nev • er heard The mes - sage of sal - va - tion From God's own ho - ly word, 

sing the new, new song, 'Twill be the Old, Old Sto - ry That I have loved so long. 
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I love to tell the Sto - ry, 'Twill be my theme in glo - ry, 
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JERUSALEM THE GOLDEN. 



Words by Bernard of Cluny. 



Music by Alex. Ewing. 



±H 3 i H 



1. Je - ru - sa - lem the gold - en, 

2. They stand, those halls of Zi - on, 

3. There is the throne of Da - vid, 

4. sweet and bless - ed coun - try, 
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With milk and hon - ey blest, 

All ju - bi - lant with song, 

And there, from care re - leased. 

The home of God's e - lectl 
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gel, And all the mar - tyr throng, 

umph, The shout of them that feast; 

try, That ea - ger hearts ex - pect! 



Be • neath thy con - Urn 

And bright with many an 

The song of them that 

O sweet and bless - ed 
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What ra - dian - cy of glo - ry, 

The pas • tures of the bless • ed 

For • ev • er and for - ev - er 

Who art, with God the Fa - ther, And Spir 
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What bliss be - yond 
Are decked in glo 
Are clad in robes 
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er blest. 
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THE LORD'S PRAYER. 



i 



pp Voices in Unison. 
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Our Father which art in 



Heaven, Hallowed be Thy 



name, Thy Kingdom 
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(be done on earM) 
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come, Thy will be done in earth, as it is in Heaven, Give us this day our daily bread, and forgive us our 
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those who trespass against us and) 
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For Thine is the Kingdom, and the pow'r, and the glo - ry, for - ev 



er, A - men. _ 
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to the Son, And to the Ho - ly Ghosl 
ev - er shall be, World with-out end, A • men. 



)Glory.be to the Father, and 
As it was in the beginning, is now, and. 
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WORK, FOR THE NIGHT IS COMING. 



Words by Mrs. A. L. Coghill. 


-g — 


ffl 




Music by Lowell Mason. 
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1. Work, 

2. Work, 
8. Work, 
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through the morn • ing 

through the sun • ny 
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hours; 
noon; 
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Work while the dew is spark 

Pill bright • est hours with la 

While their bright tints are glow 
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ling, Work 'mid spring • ing flow'rs; 
bor, Rest comes sure and soon: 
ing, Work, for day - light flies: 
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Work when the day grows bright - er, Work in the glow - ing sun; 
Give er - 'ry fly - ing min - ute Some - thing to keep in store: 
Work till the last beam fad - eth, Fad - eth to shine no more: 
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Work, 


for 


the 


night 


is 


com - 


ing, 


When 


man's 


work 
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done. 
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GOD BE WITH YOU. 



Words by J. E. Rankin. 



Music by William G. Tomer. 
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1. God be with you till we meet a • gain, 

2. God be with you till we meet a • gain, 
8. God be with you till we meet a • gain, 
4. God be with you till we meet a - gain, 



By His coun-sels guide, up • hold you, 
'Neath His wings pro • tect • ing hide you, 
When life's per • lis thick con. found you, 
Keep love's ban - ner float - ing o'er you, 
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With His sheep se - cure • ly fold you, God 
Dai - ly man - na still di • vide you, God 
Put His arms un • fail • ing round you, God 



be with you till we meet a - gain, 
be with you till we meet a • gain, 
be with you till we meet a - gain. 



Smite death's threatening wave be • fore you, God be with you till we meet a • gain. 
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Till we meet, tiL we meet, 
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Till we meet at Je - sus' feet ; 
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Till we meet, till we meet, till we meet. 



Till we meet, 
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Till we meet, 



Si 



till we meet, 
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God be with you till we meet a - gain. 
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Till we meet, till we meet, till we meet, 
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ROUND THE OLD CAMP FIRE. 

Music by C. Lawrence Smith, Jr. 
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1. fUt- ting round ti* old camp fire. Sit - ting round the old camp fire; 
i. «t • ting round the old camp Are, Sit - ting round the old camp fire! O. 
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ROUND THE OLD CAMP FIRE. 

Music by C. Lawrence Smith, Jr. 
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1. Sit - ting round the old camp fire, Sit - ting round the old camp fire; 0. 

2. Sit - ting round the old camp fire, Sit - ting round the old camp fire; 0. 
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Stars a • bove are shin - ing bright, Gold - en eyes of sum - mer night. 

Watch the sparks a - sail - ing high, Cir - cling up - ward to the sky. 
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RULE, BRITANNIA! 



Words by James Thomson. Music by Dr. Thomas A. Arne. 

Maestoso. tnn 
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RULE, BRITANNIA! 



5 To thee belongs the rural reign, 

Thy cities shall with commerce shine, 
Thy cities shall with commerce shine: 
All thine shall be the subject main, 
And every shore it circles thine. 
"Rule, Britannia! Britannia, rule the waves; 
Britons never will bo slaves." 

) The muses, still with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coast repair, 
Shall to thy happy coast repair; 
Blessed Isle! with matchless beauty crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
"Rule, Britannia! Britannia, rule the waves; 
Britons never will be slaves." 
(95) 
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THE WEARING OF THE GREEN. 
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I met with Nap - per Tan - dy and he tuk me by the hand, 

When the law can stop the blades of grass from grow - ing as they grow, 
E - rin, must we lave you, driv - en by the ty - rant's hand, 
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And he said, "How's poor ould Ire - - land, and how.... does she stand?' 

And.... when the leaves in sum -mer- time their ver-dure dare not show, 
Must we ask a moth - er's wel - come from a strange, but hap - py land ; 
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She's the most dis - tress - ful conn - try that ev - er you have seen; 

Then I will change the col - or I wear in my cau - been, 

Where the cru - el cross of Eng - land's thral-dom nev - er shall be seen, 
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They're hang • ing men and worn - en there for wear - ing of the green. 
But, till that day, I'll stick for aye to wear - ing of the green. 
And where, in peace, we'll live and die a - wear - ing of the green. 
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MARCH OF THE MEN OF HARLECH. 

(NATIONAL SONG OF WALES.) 

Harmonized by Joseph Barnby. 
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1. Men of Har - lech ! in the hoi - low, Do ye hear, like rush - ing bil - low, 
1. We - le goel - certh wen yn ffla - rnio, A thaf - o - dau ton yn bloedd • to, 
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the tramp of Sax - on foe - men, Sax - on spear - men, Sax - 
fanU - e - /at* ty - wye - o - gion, LI - aw $re/y - nion, trwst 



on bow - m6n ; 
ar - fog - Von, 
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they knights, or hinds, or yeo • men, They shall bite 
charl - a • miad y march - o • gion, Craig ar graig 



the ground! 
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Loose the folds a • sun • der. Flag we con • quer un • der! The 

Ar - fon byth ni or • fydd, Ce - nir yn draff - y • wydd ; Cym ■ 
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MARCH OF THE MEN OF HARLECH. 
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now bright 
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on high 
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Shall launch its 
Yn glo - du8 



bolts in than - der! 

yn my8g gwle - dydd. 
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On • ward! 'tis our coun - try needs us; He is brav - est, he who leads usl 
Yn ng - wyn o - leunCr god - c«r/A act*, TVo* we - fu - sa ~ u Cym - ro'n mart*, 
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or's self now proud* ly heads us! Free-domI God, and Right I 
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2 Rooky steeps and passes narrow 
Flash with spear and flight of arm 
Who would think of death or sorrow 

Death is glory nowl 
Hurl the reeling horsemen over- 
Let the earth dead foemen cover! 
Fate of friend, of wife, of lover, 
Trembles on a blow! 
Strands of life are riven, 
Blow for blow is given, 
In deadly lock, or battle shock, 
And mercy shrieks to heaven! 
lien of Harlech! young or hoary, 
Would you win a name in story? 
Strike for home, for life, for gtory! 
Freedom! God, and Right! 



2 JVt chaiff gelyn ladd etc ymlid, 
Harlech! Harlech! cfoyd iw her lid; 
Y mae Rhoddwr mawr ein Bhyddid, 

Yn rhoi nerth i ni; 
Wele Oymru a'i byddinoedd, 
Yn ymdywallt oW mynyddbedd! 
Bhuthrant fel rhaiadrau dyfroedd 
Llamant fel y Hi! 
Llwyddiantin lluyddon! 
Rwystro bar yr estron! 
Cwybod yn ei galon gaiff, 
Tel bratha cleddyf Brython; 
Y clidd yn erbyn cledd a chwtry % 
Dur yn erbyn dur a dery 
Wele fdner Owaliai fyny 
Bhyddid aiff a hit 
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THE BLUE BELLS OF SCOTLAND. 
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1. where, 



and 



where 



2. where, and where 
8. Whatclothes, in what clothes 
4. Sup - pose, and sup • pose 



is your High - land lad - die gone? 

does your High - land lad - die dwell? 

is your High - land lad - die clad? 

that your High • land lad should die? 
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where, and where 

where, and where 

What clothes, in what clothes 

Sup - pose, and sup - pose 
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is your High - land lad - die gone? 

does your High - land lad - die dwell? 

is your High - land lad - die clad? 

that your High - land lad should die? 
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He's gone to light the foe, 

He dwelt in mer - ry Scot 

His bon - net's Sax - on green, 

The bag - pipes shall play o'er 
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and 
him, 



King George up - on the throne; 

at the sign of the Blue Bell;. 

his waist - coat is of plaid; 

and I'd lay me down and cry; 
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And it's 

And it's 

And it's 

But it's 



oh! 
oh! 
oh! 
oh! 
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my heart, 

my heart 

my heart 

my heart 



how 
that 
that 
that 
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wish him safe at homel 

love my lad - die well, 

love my High - land lad. 

wish he may not die. 
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THE MARSEILLAISE. 
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on, march on, 
chon8 f mar • iAotm / 



All hearts 



re • solv*d 
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er - ty or death ! 
ve nos ail - Ions/ 
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march on. all hearts 
mar-chons! Qu'un sang 
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2 With luxury and pride surrounded, 
The vile insatiate despots dare, 

Their thirst for gold and power unbounded, 
To mete and vend the light and air! 
To mete and vend the light and air! 
Like beasts of burden would they load us, 
Like gods would bid their slaves adore; 
But man is man, and who is more ? 
Then shall they longer lash and goad us? 
To arms, to arms, ye brave! 
Th'avenging sword unsheath I 
March on, march on, all hearts resolved 
On liberty or death! 

3 Liberty! can man resign thee ? 
Once having felt thy generous flame, 
Can dungeon bolts and bars confine thee 
Or whips thy noble spirit tame ? 

Or whips thy noble spirit tame ? 
Too long the world has wept, bewailing 
The blood-stained sword our concju'rors wield; 
But freedom is our sword and shield, 
And all their arts are unavailing! 
To arms, to arras, ye brave ! 
Th'avenging sword unsheath ! 
March on, march on, all hearts resolved 
On liberty or death ! 



2 Tremblez, tyrants/ tt vous, jperfides, 
Uopprobre de tons Its partis, 
Tremblez! vos projets parricides 
Vont enfin recevoir leur prixl 
Vont enfin recevoir leurprix/ 
Tout est soldat pour vous combattre. 
S'ils tombent, nosjeunes hiros, 
La France en produit de nouveaux, 
Contre vous tout prits d se battrel 
Aux armes, ciioyensl 
Formez vos bataillonsl 
Marchons, marchons/ qu'un sang itnpur 
Abreuve nos sillonst 

8 Nous entrerons dans la carriers 
Quand nos atnSs riy seront plus; 
Nous y trouverons leur poussiire 
Ft la trace de leurs vertus, 
Ft la trace de leurs vertus, 
Bien moins jaloux de leur survivre 
Que de partager leur cercueil, 
Nous aurons le sublime orgueil 
De Us venger ou de les suivref 
Aux armes, citoyenst 
Formez vos bataillonsl 
Marchons, marchons/ qu'un sang impur 
Abreuve nos sillons / 



RUSSIAN HYMN. 
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God save the noble Czar, Long may he lire in power, In hap-pi-ncss, in peace to reign. 
Bo • the tar ia ehrani, Ssill nyi der-sMw nta, Zarst wui na Sla wyi, na Sla tou nam. 
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Dread of his en - e - mies, Faith's sure de- fend - er, God save the Czar, God sav* the Czar. 
Zarst wui na stach wra-gam Zar pra - wa sslaw nyi, Bo - - - she tar ia ehra - ni. 
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AUSTRIAN NATIONAL HYMN. 



Maestoso. 
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Music by Joseph Haydn. 
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1. God pre- serve our Franz, the Kai . serl Our good Kai - ser, Kai - ser Franz I 
1. Qott er - hal - te Franz den Kai -ser, Un - «ern gu - ten JTa* - ser Franz! 
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Peace and pi - ty un . as - sum - ing, Near his throne, with love pre - side. 
Jjan - ge le - be Franz der Kai -ser In des Qlu - ekes hell - stem Qlanz! 
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On his shield are bright - ly beam - ing, Right and jus . tice, side by side. 
Ihm er - blj^. hen Lor - beer - rei - ser, Wo Er geht t zum Eh - ren - kranzt 







God pre - serve to us the Kai - ser, Our good Kai- ser, Kai- ser Franz! 
vott er - hal - te Franz den Kai - ser t Un - «ern ^u - /en -ffiw - ser Franz! 




2 He with virtues thus adorned, 

Hath an eye for human care; 
Never o'er a people scorned, 

Swingeth he tne sword in air; 
By their blessings won and warned, 

All for them he'll do and dare. 
||: God preserve to us the Kaiser, 

Our good Kaiser, Kaiser Franz! :|| 

8 Chains of slavery he breaketh, 

Upward raiseth freedom high! 
Now the German land he maketh 

Soon the highest, far or nigh! 
And at last the chorus waketh 

Him to immortality. 
||: God preserve to us the Kaiser, 

Our good Kaiser, Kaiser Franz! :R 



(107) 



2 Lass von Seiner Fahnen Spitzen 

Strahlen Sieg und Fruchtbarkeit ! 
Lass in Seinem Bathe sitzen 

Weisheit, Klugheit, Bedlichkeit; 
Und mit Seiner Hoheit Blitzen 

Schalten nur Oerechtigkeit! 
||: Oott! erhalte Franz den Kaiser, 

Unsern gulen Kaiser Franz! :\\ 

8 Strjfme deiner Oaben FtiUe 

Uber lhn % Sein Eaus und Reich! 
Brich der Bosheit Macht, entMtte 

Jeden Schelm und Buben-Streich! 
Dein Qesetz sey stetz Sein Wille, 

Dieser uns Gesetzen gleich. 
||: Oott! erhalte Franz den Kaiser, 

Unsern guten Kaiser Franz! :|| 
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SPANISH NATIONAL SONG. 



P 



Allegro. 
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How wretch-ed is the an - guish Of slaves who are in fet - ters bound, Each 
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CHARLES JOHN, OUR BRAVE KING. 

(SWEDISH NATIONAL HYMN.) 



Music by Du Puy. 
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1. Charles John, our brave King, 
1. Carl Jo - han, v&r Kung, 
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reign - est, Charles John, our brave King! 
tio - nen, Bel gjor • de v&r Kung! 
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2 fdljom v&r Kung, 
J krigiska tider, 
Till modiga strider, 
Bad gammal och ungf 
J|: Ban vet fdra svdrdet 

Men kdnner dock vdrdei 
Affriden, v&r Kung. :|| 

8 YOleignom v&r Kung! 
Han ryckt ou ur ndden* 
Till sdllare dden 
B&d gammal och ung. 
||: Han bdr for v&r smdrtm 

Kit faderligt hjerta, 
Vdhignom v&r Kung. :|| 

4 lefve v&r Kung % 

Till frihetens hdgnad, 
Till innerlig fdgnad 
Tdr gammal och ungf 
||: Bland Kungar den F&reU% 
Bland Hjeltar den StdrtU^ 
lefve v&r KungI ;|| 



2 Ha! when our brave King 
In battle is leading, 
To fame we are speeding! 
His praises we'll sing. 
||:In peace he is glorious, 
In war he's victorious, 

Charles John, our brave lung!: 

8 All hail, dear King! 
Thou raisest thy nation 
Prom all tribulation, 
And plenty dost bring. 
|J:Our cares thou dost lighUn, 
Our homes thou dost brighten. 
All hail, dear King! :|[ 

4 Long live our brave King! 
That, free from oppression, 
In freedom's possession, 
To him we may sing. 
}(: r Mongst kings thou art peerless, 
Of heroes most fearless, 
Long lift our brave King!:|| 
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From his cruel grasp to save 
The dear land we cherish. 
For a hero, etc. 
3 The white eagle's glorious flight 
Shows us the direction, 
He will grant us in the fight, 
Victory and .protection. 
And a hero, etc. 



hecz lud wolnej bronxac sprawy 
Zwyciezy tub zginie. 
Ody Skrzynecki, etc. 
3 Wznies sie wiec w daumej swietnosci 
Drogi orle bialy, 
A tenet w szezesciu i wolnosci, 
Ujrzys narodcaly. 

Juz Skrzynecki, etc. 



THE HARP THAT ONCE THROUGH TARA'S HALLS. 

Words by Thomas Moore. Music by Molly Astore. 

Andante. 1st verse pp, 2d verse ff. > -j ^Z ^~ ■ — ==: 
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1. The harp that once thro' Ta - ra's halls The soul of mu - sic shed, Now hangs as mute on 

2. No more to chiefs and la - dies bright The harp of Ta - ra swells; The chord, a - lone, that 
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Ta - ra's walls As if that soul were fled ;. . . . So sleeps the pride of for - mer days, So 
breaks at night, Its tale of ru - in tells: ... Thus Free-dom now so sel - dom wakes, The 
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glory's thrill is o'er ; . . . And hearts that once beat high for praise, Now feel that praise no more, 
on - iy throb she gives. . . Is when some heart indignant breaks, To show that still she lives. 
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HUNGARIAN NATIONAL HYMN. 



Music by Franz Erkel. 

Andante. _ 
mf ^j_ 



Arranged by George Rosey 
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1. Bless our land 

2. Hail the land 



with gladness, Let a • ban-dance here be found, Lend Thine aid 
Which our sires No - bly held for freedom's sake; In the storm 
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in dark-ness, When her foes are gath-'ring round; Hun - ga- ry, in days of yore, 
gath-'ring o'er Their ex - am • pie we roust take; Peace shall in our homes re •main, 
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Thou hadst sor • row deep and sore, Which thy sons full brave • ly bore, Thy 
Lib • er • ty full pow'r at - tain, Hun • ga - ry her strength re • gain When 
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free-dom to re • store; Which thy sons full brave - ly bore, Thy' freedom to re • store, 
free- dom comes to reign ; Hun - ga • ry her strength re-gain When freedom comes to reign. 
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